Prologue: A Night in Chicago 


April 19th, 2040 
Chicago, Illinois, United States of America 


Night had fallen on the windy city. It was a cloudy and windy night and the business district of 
downtown was deserted. Indeed the only noise was the sound of drones buzzing overhead and 
the L-Trains running. Chicago had been heavily damaged by the Siege of Chicago during the 
Second American Civil War, but fourteen years and billions spent on reconstruction later, it was 
like the war never happened. 


Downtown was the headquarters of Canning Medical Industries. The building was the ninth 
tallest building in Chicago, with seventy floors. It was a massive block of glass, steel, and 
concrete, built to replace the old headquarters after it had been heavily damaged by an Union of 
Free States airstrike during the siege. 


The HQ was mostly empty, as most of the workers had gone home for the night, but a man in 
his office at the top of the building was still working at this late hour. This man was the founder 
and CEO of Canning Medical, Jimmy “Jim” Canning. 


Jim was on the puddy side, with his hair prematurely grayed due to stress. Despite this he was 
still somewhat handsome, largely due to his hazel eyes which pierced through his square 
glasses. 


